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that the lily of the valley was a biennial and the plants
would not bloom again for two years.

Speaking of theaters, an amusing story is told of the
earlier days in San Francisco when there was a sema-
phore on Telegraph Hill which signaled the approach of
the weekly or monthly steamer. It was the habit of
the citizens to drop whatever they were doing and run
down to the wharf to meet the incoming vessel, One
night there was a performance at a theater, and the
heroine of the play was required to rush in crying:

"My God!   What does this mean?"

This particular lady had gestures all her own and
accompanied these words by waving her arms up and
down like the handles of two pumps, and looking, at
least to one member of the audience, like a human
semaphore, for a voice from the gallery shouted:

"Steamer in sight!"

With that, every person in the theater grabbed his
hat and coat and ran swiftly onto the street and down
to the steamer dock, leaving a much-astonished actress
on the stage.

My job as a critic had brought me in touch with the
literary and stage folk, but I was eager to meet the
painters. Alas! they were woefully few. Perhaps
nature, in this part of the land, was too overwhelming;
but I think it was because new countries seldom produce
artists. However, besides Hill, there was almost no one
but William Keith putting upon canvas the beauty of
the California landscape. He was much more the
traditional painter person than Frank Duveneck,
and, although he really had money, he preferred to give
the impression of the wild-eyed genius starving andin; but even here I
